CHAPTER XXI

COME   FILL  THE  GUP

IRAN has at last renounced the veil. In the country more
familiar to us as Persia, gone for ever are the shrouded
delights of the shahs of yesterday. We asked Rumi about
the bad old days.

"Good old days," he replied, with a twinkle in his
eyes.

"A title much sought after was that of Chief Holder of
the Girdle of Beautiful Forms, whose occupation was to
measure the ladies of the king's harem. If they increased
noticeably in girth, they were made to fast until the Chief
Holder declared them once more to the royal taste. The
favourite queen was known as the Crown of the State,
Upon the rare occasions when she went abroad, she rode
upon horseback, using her lord's saddle; but so swathed
in shawls and surrounded by black eunuchs was she that
it was impossible to catch a glimpse of her. A journey in
Iran to-day is a different affair from the caravan of old,
when the women were heavily veiled, and time was of
no consequence. In their feringhee dresses and silk stockings
they now take their seats beside the men, and enter into
animated conversation as the railway train draws out of
the new station.

"The women's quarters were guarded by eunuchs or
old men, called the Masters of the Harem Threshold,"
Rumi continued, warming to his theme. "Only black
eunuchs were allowed to pass the white ones who kept the
door. The Chief Black One would wait upon the king
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